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VENVS AND 


ADONIS, 


Ven as the Sunne,with purple coloured face, 
Had tane his laſt leaue of the weeping morne, 
Roſe-cheekt Adonis hied him to the chaſe : 
Hunting he lou'd, but loue he laught to ſcorne : 
Sick-t houghted Venus makes amaine vnto hing, 
Andlike a bold-fac't ſuter 'gins to woo him, 


Thrice fairer then my ſelfe(thus ſhe began) 

The ficlds chiefe flower,ſwect abone'compares 

$Staine to all Nymphs,more louely then a man, 

More white and red,then Doues,or Roſes are : 
Nature that made thee, with her ſelfearftrife, 
Saith that the world hath ending with thy life; : 


Vouchſafe, thon wonder,to alight thy Steed, 
And reine hisproud head to the ſaddle bow : 
If thou wilt deigne this fauour,for thy meed 
A thouſand hony ſecrets ſhalt thou know : | 
Herecome and ſit,where never t hiffes, 
Ard being ſer, lle En with kifles. . 
i g 


'._ VENVS AND ADONIS. 
And yer not cloy thy lips with loath'd fatictie, _ 
But rather famiſh x dnqaviry their plentie; 6 
ms 9 red and pale,with freſh varietic: 
Tertkifſes ſhort as one,one long as twentic. 
A Summers day will ſeeme an houre but ſhort, 
Being waſted in ſuch time-beguiling ſport. 


With this,ſhe ſeizcth on his ſweating palme, 
The preſident of pth-and livelihood, 

And trembling in her paſſion cals it balme, 
Earths ſoueratgne ſalue todoe a Goddeſle good : 
Reing fo enrag'd.defire doth lend her force, 
Couragiouſly to pluck him from his Horfe. 


Ouer one arme the luſtic Courſers reine, 

Vnder the other was the tender Boy, © 

Who blufht and powted in a dull diſdaine, 

With leaden appetite,vnapt to toy. 
Shereddiidihote,as coales of glowing fire : 
Heted for ſhame, but froſtic in deſire. 


The ſtudded bridle,on a ragged bough, 
Nimbly ſhe faſtens,(0, how quick is loue !) 
 TheStecdis ſtalled vp,and eucn now. 
| To tye the Rider ſhe begins to prove, | 
Backward {he puſht him, <5 the would be thruft, 


And gouernd him in ftrength,thongh notin _ 


YENVS AND ADONIS:” 
So ſoone was ſhe along,as he was downe, 
' Fachleaning on their clbowes and their hips, 
Now doth ſhe ſtreke his cheek, now doth he frown 
A:d'gins tochide,but ſbone ſhe ſtops his lips, 
And kiſſing (peakes, with luftfull language bro 
If thou wilt chide,tby lips ſhal neuer open. (ken, 


He burnes with baſhfull ſhame, ſhe with her teares 
Doth queach the maiden burning of his cheekes: 
Then with her windic ſighesand golden heares, 
To fanneand blow then drie againe ſhe ſeckes, 
He ſaith ſhe is immodeſt, blames her miſſe,- -- 
Whartf-llowes more, ſhe ſmothers with a kifſe. 


Euen as an emptic Eagle,ſharpe by faſt, 

Tircs with her beake on feathers, fleſh and bone, _ 

Shaking her wings,denouring allin haſte, | 

Till either gorge be ſtufe, orprey be gone : . 
Eve: fo ſhe kiſt his brow,his cheeke,his chinne, 
And where ſhe ends,ſhe doth anew beginne: - 


Forc't to content, but neuer to obey, 
Panting he lies,a'.d breathing in her face : 
She feedeth on the ſteame,as on aprey, _ 
And cals it heayenly moyfture,ayreof grace, . 
Wiſhing her checks were gardens ful of flowres, 
1 Sothey were dew'd with ſuch diſtilling ſhowres. 
þT HER | A4 Looke 


VENVS AND/ AD ONIS- 
Looke how a bird lyestangleflina Net, 
So faituedin ber armes Adonis lyes: 
Pure ſhame and aw'drcſiſtarice made him fret, 
Which bred more beauticin his angry eyes, 
Raine added toa Riner that isranke, 
Perforce will force it oucrflow the banke, 


Still ſhe intreates,and pretily entreats: 
For to a pretie care Ge tunes her tale: 
Still he is fullen, till he lowres and frets, 
Twutcrimſon ſhame,and anger aſhie pale ; 
Being red ſhe loues him beſt,and being white, 
Her beſtis bettered witha more delight. 


Looke how he can; ſhe cannot chuſe butloue, 
And by her faire immortall hand ſhe ſweares, 
rom his ſoft boſome neuer toremove, 
Til he take truce with hcrcarending teares, (wet, 
Which long hane non Fanta to checkes all 
And one ſweet kifle ſhall pay this countles debt, 


Vpon this promiſe did heraiſe his chin, 
Like a Diue-dapper pecring through a waue, 
Who being lookton, ducks as _ in; 
$ooffers he to giue what ſhe dig crave. | 
Þ= when his lips were ready for his pay, 
| winkes,and turnes his lips another way. . 
| Neuer 


" 


VENVS: AND ADONIS, 
Neuer did paſſengerin Summers heat (wrne-- 
More thiclt for drinke , then ſhee for this good = 
Her helpe ſhe ſces,but helpe ſhe cannot ger, 
She bathes in water,yet in fire muſt burne;. 

Oh pittie gan ſhe cry,flint-hearted boy, 
Tis but a kifle I begge,why art thou coy? 


«0 


IT have been woo'd, as T intreate thee now, 
Even by the ſterce and direfull God of Warre," 
Wheoſe ſinowy neck in battell ne*re did bow, 
VWhoconquers where he comes in euery iarre : 
Yet hath he been my captive and my ſlaue, 
And begd for that which thou vnaskt ſhalt have, _ 


Ouer my Altars hath he hung his Launce, 

His battred ſhield, his vncontrolled Creſt, 

And for my ſake hath learn'd to ſport and daunce, * 

Tocoy,to wanton,dally,finile and ieſt, _ 
Scorning his churliſh Drum,and Enſignered, 
Making my Armes his ficld,his tentmy bed. 


Thus he thatover-rul'd,I overſwayed, 
Leading him priſoner in a red Roſe chaine: 
' Strong tempred ſtee!e hisſtronver ſtregth obey'd, 
Yet was he ſervile to wy coy diſdaine. | 
Oh be rot proud, nor brazge not of thy wight, 
For maſtring her that foild the Gcd of fight. , 
Touc 


VENYS: AND ADONIS. 
Priichi but my ps with thoſe faire lips of thine, 
(Thubgh mine be wt io faire, yet ate they red) 
The kiſſeſhall betHinE owne as well asmine, - 
What ſee thonih the groiind? hold vp thy head : 
Looke it minEeye-bals, where thy beautielyes, 
' Then why nct bps on lips, fince eyes on eyes? 


Artthov aſham'd tokiffe ? then winke againe, 
And Ewill winke;fo ſhall the day ſeeme night. 
Louc koeps his Re:.els where there be but twainc: 
Be b:.i4to piay,our ſport is notin ſight, 
Theic blue-veind Violets, whereon weleanc, 
«Neuer can blab,nor know they what we meanc. 


The tender Spring. rpon thy tempting lip, 

Shewes thee varipe; yetmaiſt thou well be taſted; 

Make vic of time,let not aduantage ſlip, 

Beauty within it ſelf ſhould not be waſted. (prime, 
Faire flowres, that are not gathered in their 
Rotandconſume themſclues in little time. 


Were I hard-fatonred, foule,or wrinkled c1d, 
Ill-natur'd,crooked;churliſh,harſh in voyce, 
Ore-worre,defpiſed,rheumatick and cold, 
Thick- ſighted, batren,leane,andlacking ioyce, 
Then wigheſt thou pauſe, for then I were not for 
Bur having no Jefeds why dofKabhorme? _ 
bar ou 


VENVS AND ADONIS. 

Thou canſt not ſee one wrinkle in my brow, « 

Mine eyes are gray and bright, & quick in turning: 

Mybcaurieasthe Spring doth yecrely grow, 

My fleſh is ſoft and plumpgmy marrow burning : « 
My ſmooth moiſt hid, were it with thy had felt, 
Would ia thy palme diſſolue, or ſeeme to melt, 


Bid me diſcourſe,1 will enchaunt thine eare, 
Or like a Fairy trip vpon the greene, 
Or like a Nymph,with long diſſheueld heare, 
Danceon the ſands,and yet no footing ſcene, 
Loucis aſpirit all compaQof fire, 
Not groflc to linke, but light and will aſpire. 


Witneſfle this Primroſe banke whereon Ilie, (me: 
The forceleſſe flowres, like ſturdie trees ſupport 
Two ſtregthles doues wil draw we th'row the skie, 
From morn till night, euen where I liſt ro ſport me. 
Is loue ſo light,fwect Boy,and may it bee 
That thou ſhouldit thinke it heauie ynto thee ? 


Is thine owne heartto thincowne face affeted? 
Can thy right hand ſeize loue vpon thy left? 
Then woo thy ſelfe,be of thy ſelfe reiefted, — _ 
Steale thine owne freedome, & complaine of theft. - 
 Nereiſſis ſo himſelfe,himſelfe forfooke, | 
And dyed to kifle his ſhadowin the brooke. 
| Torchss 


VENVS AND ADONIS: . 
Torches aremade tolight,lewels to weare, 
Painties toraſte,freſh beautie for the 'vſe, 

Hetbs for their ſimell,and-appie plantsto beare : 

Things growing to themſelues are growths abuſe. 
Seeds ſpring from ſeeds , and beauty breedeth 
Thou wert Ges getitis thy duty. (beauty. 


Vpon the earths increaſe why ſhouldſt thou feed, 
Vnleſſe the earth with thy increaſe be fed! 
By law of Nature thou art bound to breed, 
That thine may live when thou thy ſelfe art dead; 
Andſoinſj pight of death thou doe(t ſurviue, 
In that,thy likeneſſe till is left aliue. 


By this,the Loue-ſick Queene began to ſwear, 
For where they lay the ſhadow had forſooke then 
And Tytan tyredin the mid-day heat, 
With burning eyedid hotly ouer-looke thens, 
Wiſhing 4doxis had his teame toguide ; 
So he werelike him,and by Yen ſide. 


And now Adonis with a lazie ſpright, 
And with a heauic, darke diſliking eye, - 
Hislowring browes,orewhelming his faire ſight, 
Like miſtie vapours, when they blot the skie, 
Sowring his cheekes,cries fie,no more of loue, 
The Sunnedoth burae my face,l mult " 
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VENVS AND ADONIS, 
Ay me(quoth Yexws) yong,and ſo vnkind ! 
What bare excuſes mak'ſt thou to be gonne? 
T'lc ſigh celeftiall breath, whoſe gentle wind 
$hall coole the heat of this deſcending Sunnes 
Yle makea ſhadory for thee of my heares, 
If they burne too, I'le quench them with my 
| (teares, 
The fun that ſhines from heauen ſhines but warmy 
And loe,I lie betweene that Sunne and thee: + 
The heat I haue from thencedoth little harme, 
Thine eye darts forth the fire that burneth mges 
And were I not immortall,life were done, 
Betwcene this heauenly and carthly Sunne, 


Art thou obdurate, flintie, hard as fteele ? 

Nay more then flint, for ſtone at raine relenteth$ 

Art thou a womans ſonne,and canſt not feele 

What tis to loue, how'want of loue tormenteth ? 
O,had thy mother borne ſo bad a mind, (kind. 
She had not brought foorth- thee, but dyed vn» 


What am1,that thou ſhould contemneme thig? 
Or what great danger dwels ypon my ſute ? 
What were thy lips the worſe forone poore kifſe I 
Speake, Faire: but ſpeake faire wordsor elſe bee 
Giue me one kiſle,lle vine it thee again, (mute. 
And one forint reſt;if Thou wilt haue rae. 
| Q 


_ VENVS AND ADONIS. 


Fie, liuelefle piQure,cold and fenſelefſe fone, - 

well paintcd Idol,image dull and dead, ' 

Sratue contenting.but the eye alone, 

Thing like a man, but ofno woman bred : 

 Thouartno man,though of a mans complexion. 
. For men will Kifſe eyen by their owne direQtion. 


This ſaid,impatience chokes her pleading tongue, 
© And ſwelling paſſion doth proucke a pauſe, 
Red cheekes and fierie eyes blaze forth her wrong, 
Being Iudge in loue,ſhecannotright her cauſe, 
And now ſhe weepy,& now ſhe fain wold ſpeak, 
And now her ſobs doe her intendments breake. 


$ometimes ſhe ſhakes her head, & then his hawd, 
Now gazeth ſhe on him,now on the ground: 
Sometimes herarmesinfold himlike a band: 
She would.he will notia her armes be bound : 
*.: Andwhen fromthence he ſtruggſes to be gone, 
'$he locks ber Lilly fingers oneinone. 


£ ,Fondling;ſhe faith,finceT have het'd thee heere, 
Withia the circuitof this Juorie pale, -- - 
< Flebcthe Parke;and thou ſhalt be my Deere, 
- Feed where thou wilt o@mounraineorin dale, 
.;:. .Graze on my lips,and if thoſe hils be drie, 
» Stray lower,where the pleaſant fountaibeslic. 
gai% © _ Within 


 YENVS AND ADONIS, 
Within thiglimitisreliefeenough, - - 
Sweet bottome pound highdelightfull plaine, 
Round riſing hillockes, brakes obſcure and rough, 
To ſheherthee from tempeſt and fromraine: , 
- Thenbe my Deerc,ſince I am ſuch a Parke; 
No Dogge ſhall rouze thee, though a thouſand 


(barke, 
At this Adonis ſmiles, asin diſdaine; : 
That in each checke appeares a prettie dimple.. \. - 
 Loue made thoſe hollowes:if himſelfe were ſaint 
He mightbe buried ina tombe ſo ſimple: | 
__ Fore-knowing well if there he came to xe, 
Why. there Loue liu'd, & there he could not dye. 


Theſe louing caues,thole round inchauntingpi 
Oprncdibes mouthes to ſwallow Venus => an; 
Being mad before, how.doth ſhe:now for wits ?; 
S$crooke dead at firſt, what nexds afecond firiking ? 
Poore Queene of loue,in thine awn lay. forlene, 
To loue a check thatſ{miles atthee in ſcorne ! 


Now which way ſhall ſhe turne? what ſhal ſhe ſay? 
Her words are done; her woes the more increaſing: 
The time js ſpent. her obieR will away, - ! 


And from her twyning armes doth vreereleaGng, 
Pirtie ſhe cries, ſome fauour,ſoamie remarſe : 
Away be ſprings, and haſtcetb.to kis horſe. 


But 


VENVS AND ADONIS: 
Butloe,from forth a copp's that neighbours by, '' | 
A breeding Icnnet,luſtic,yohg atktproud, , 

- Adonis trampling Courſer dothveſpie, 

And forth ſhe ruſhes, ſhorts, and neighs aloud : | 
The ſtrong neckt Steed,being tyed vntoa tree, 
Breaketh his reine, and to her ſtraight poes hee, 


Imperiouſly heleapes,he neighs,he bounds : 

And now bis wouen girts he breakes aſinder, - 

The bearing earth with his hard hoofe he wounds, 

Whoſe hollow wombe reſounds like heavens than- 
The iron bit he cruſhes *rweene his teeth, (der: 
Controlling what he was controlled with, 


Fiz eares vp prickt,his braided hanging mane 
Vpon his campaſt Creſt now ſtandson end : 

s noſtrils drinke the aire,and forth againe, 
As from a furnace,vapours doth heſend : 

His eye which ſcornfully glifters like fire, 

$hewes his hot courage,and his high deſire, 


: Sometimes he trots,as if hetold the ſteps, 

: With gentle maicſtie and modeſt pride, 

Anon hereares vprighr,curuets and teapes; 

As who ſhould ſay,Loe,thus my ſtrength istride, 
And thus I'dce tocaptivate the eye. 


_ Ofthe faire breeder that is ſtanding by, 
| What. 


VENVS AND ADONTS, 
What recketh he his riders angry ſtur, - 
His flatt'ring Holla,or his Stand, I ſay ? 
What cares he now, for curb,or pricking ſpur, 
For rich capariſons, or trapping gay ? 
He ſees his loue, and nothing elſe he ſees 
For nothing elſe with his proud ſight agrees, 


Looke when a Painter would ſurpaſſe thelife, 

In limming outa well proportiond Steed, 

His Art with natures workmanſhip at ſtrife, 

As ifthe dead the living ſhould exceed: 
Sodid his horſe exce]l a common one, 
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In ſhape, in courage, colour,paſe,and bone, © 


Round hoof, ſhort iointed,fetlocks ſhag and long; 
Broad breſt,full eyes, ſmall head, and noftril wide, 
High creſt,ſhort cares,ſtrait legs, & paſling ſtrong, 
Thin mane,thick taile, broad buttock,tender hide: 
Look what a horſe ſhould have, he did not lack, 
Saue a proud rider on ſo prouda backe. ; 


Somtimes he ſcuds farre 'off,and there heftares ; \. 

Anon he ſtares at ſtirring of a feather: 

To bid the winda bace he now prepares, 

And where herun or flie, they know not whether. 

For through his mane & taile the high wind ſings, 

Fanning the hairs, who waue like feathered wings. 
He 


.VENVS AND ADONIS; 
Helookes vpon his loue,and neighs ynto her : 
She anſweres him,as if ſhe knew his minde: 
Being proud,as females are,to ſce himWoo her, 
She putson outward ſtrangeneſſe, ſeemes ynkind, 
Spurnesathis joue,& ſcornes the heat he fecles, 
Beating his kind embracements with her hecles. 


Then like amelancholly malc-content, 

| He yales his taile: that, like a falling plume, 

Coole ſhadow to his melting buttocks lent, 

Ke ſtamps,and bites the poore flics in his fume : 
His loue perceiuing how heisenrag'd, 
Grew kinder, and his fury was aſlwag'd. 


His teaſty Malter goes about to take him, 
When loe,the vnbackt breeder full of feare, 
Tealous of catching, ſwiftly doth forſake him, 
With her the horſe,and left Adonis there ; 
As they were mad,vuto the wood they hie thern, 
Outſtripping Crowes,that ſtriue to ouerfly them, 


All fwolne with chafing, downe Adons fits, 
Banning his boyſterous and ynruly beaſt: 
And now the happy ſeaſon once more fits, 
Fhatloue-ſicke Loxe,by pleading may be bleft. 

- "For louers ſay, The heart hath trebble wrong, 


- When:it is bard the aidaace of the tongue. Rr 
»i% \n 


VENVS AND ADONIS. 
An Ouen thatis ſtopt;or Riuer ſtaid, 
Burneth more hotly,ſwelleth with morerage: 
So of concealed ſorrow may be ſaid ; 

Free vent of words loues fire doth afſwage: 

N But when the harts Atturney once is mute, 
1 The Clyent breakes,as deſperate in his ſute. 


He ſees her comming,ahd begins toglow , 
Euen asadying coale reviues with wind, . 
And with his bonnet hides his angry brow, - | 
Lookes on the dull carth with diſturbed mind , -R 
Taking no notice that ſhe is ſonie, Li 
For all aſcance he holds heria his eye, 


O whata ſightit was wiſtly to view -- - 

How ſhe came ſtealing to the weyward boy, 

To note the fighting conflitofher hiew, 

How white and red each other diddeſtroy : - 
1 But now her cheeke was pale,and by and by. 
4 It flaſht forth fire,and lightning from the sky, 


Now was ſheiuſt before him as he ſat, 
Andlike a lowly louer downe ſhe kneeles, 
With one faire hand ſhe heauerh yp his bar, 
Her other tender hand his faire cheekes feeles : 
His tender cheekes receiue her ſoft hands prinr, 
As aptasnew-falne ſabw _ any ding, ok 
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__ Becauſe Atviiheart hath made niine hard. 


VENVS. AND ADONIS. 
Oh what a war of Jookes was then between them? 
Her'eyes petitioners to his eyes ſuing, 


' Hiseyes ſaw hereycs, as they had not ſcene them, 


Her eyes woo/d ill, his eyes difdaind the woci ng: 
Ard all this dumb play had his as made plaine, 
With tears which Chorss-like her eyes did rain. 


Full gently now ſhe takes him by the hand, 

A Lilly priſonditn a' Iaile of ſnow, 

Or Iucry in ani Alabaſter band, 

So white a friend ingittsſo white a fee : 
This beauticns combat wilfull,and vnwilling, 
Shewd like fo ſilver Doues that ſira billing, 


Once more the engine of her thoughts began. 

O faireſt mocuervn this mortal! Round, 

Would thou wert-is Tam, and Ia man, 

My heart all whole us thine,thy heart my wound: 
For"or* ſweetlooke my helpe I would affure thee, 


Tisnyh nothing butmy bodies bane would care f 


(thee. | 
Giveme my hand(faith he)why doſt thou: feele it? # | 
Giremetny heant(faith ſhe) & thou ſhalt haucit. 
O give it ne, leſt thy hard heart do ſteele it, 
And being ſteeld;fo!t fighs can never graucit: 
:* "Then loues deepe groanes I never ſhall regard, *| 


For 


"<-> 


VENVS-AND; ADONIS. - 
For ſhame khecries, Let:go,and let me goe, 
My dayesdelight is paſt, my horſe is gone, 
And tis your fault I am bereft him ſo, 
pray you hence,andleaue me here alone. 
For all my mind,my thought,my buſic care, 
Ts how to get my Palfrey from the Mare. 


Thus ſhe replies ? Thy Palfrey,as ſhe ſhould, 
Welcomes the warme approach of ſweet deſire, 
AfﬀeRion isa coale that nut be coold, 
Elſe ſuffred, it will ſet the heart on fire, 
The ſea hath bounds, but deep deſire hath none: 
Therfore no maruel though thy horſe be gone. 


How like a Tade he ſtood,tyed toa tree, 

Seruilely maſtred with a lethren reine ! 

Pu: whe: he ſaw his loue, his youths faire fee, 

He held ſuch pettie bondage in diſdaine, 
Throwing the baſe thong frs his bending creſt, 
Enfranchiſing his mouth, his backe, his breſt, 


Who ſees his true-Loue in her naked bed, 
Teaching the ſheets a whiter hiew then white, 
But when his glutton eye ſo full hath fed, 
His other agents aime at like delight ? 
Whois ſo faint, that dares not be ſo bold, 
Totouch the fire,the weather being cold. 
B 3 Let 


VENVS AND ADONIS. 
'Letme excuſe thy Courſer,gentle boy, 

And learne of him;l heartily beſcech thee, 

To take aduantage op preſentedioy, (thee. 
Though I were dumbe, yet his proceedings teach 
_ * Oleametoloue: thelefſonis but plaine, 

And once made perfeQ,ncuerloſt againe. 


I know not loue(quoth he)nor will not know it, 
Valefſe it be a Boarc,and thenl chaſe it.” 
Tis much to borrow,and I will not owe it, 
My loue to loug,is loue but to difgraceit. - 
For Thaue heard itisalife in Ft " 
That laughes, & weeps, & all but witha breath, 


Who weares a garment ſhapeleſſe and vnfiniſht ? 

Who plucks the bud before one leafe put forth ? 

Tf ſpringing things be any iot diminiſhr, 

They wither in their prime,proue nothing worth : 
The Colt that's backt, & burthend being yong, 
Loſeth his pride,and never waxeth ftrong. . 


You hurt my hand with wringing : let vs part, 
Andleaue this idle theame this otlefle chat, 
Remoue your ſiege from my vnycelding hart, 

To Loues alarme it will not ope the gate: (flattry : 
Diſmiſſe your vowes, your fained teares, your 
For where a heart is hard,they make no battry. 
| | | What, 
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VENYVS AND ADONIS: 


What,canſt thou talk(quoth ſhe) haſt thoua tong ? 
O would thou hadſt not,orT had no hearing! 
Thy Mcrmaids voice hath done me double wrongs 
I had my load beforc,now preft with bearing, 
Mclodious diſcord, heau@ly tune harſh ſounding, 
Earths dceepe ſweet muſick, and hearts deep fare 
| | (wounding. 
HadI noeyes but eares,my cares would loue 
That inward beautic and inviſible, 
Or were Ideafe,thy outward parts would moue 
Each part in me that were butſcnſible. 
Though neither eyes nor eares to heare nor ſee, 
Yet ſhou!d I be in louegby touching thee. 


Say that the ſenſe of reaſon were bereft me, 
And thatI could not ſce,nor hearegnor touch, 
And nothing but the very ſmell wereleftme, 
Yet would my loue to thee be ſtillas much. 
For from the Stillitorie of thy face excelling, 
Comes breath perfum'd, that breedeth loue by 
(ſmelling. 
But oh,what banquet wert thou to the taſt, 
Being nurſe and feeder of the other foure ? 
Would they not wiſh the feaſt ſhould euerlaft, 
And bid fulvicion double locke the doore; 
Leſt iealouſie,that ſowre vawelcome gueſt, 
Should by his ſtcaling in,diſturbe the feaſt ? 
KB4 One 


 VENVS AND ADONIS. 
Once more the ruby-colour'd Portal open'd, 
Which to his ſpecch did hony paſſage yeeld : 
Like a red morne that cuer yet betokend 
Wracke to the Sca-man, tempeſt to the field, 
+ Sorrow to Shepheards, woe vnto the birds, 
Guſt and foule flawes to herdmen & to herds.” 


This ill preſage aduiſedly ſhe marketh, 
Euen as the wind is huſht before it raineth : 
Or as the Woolfe doth grin before he barketh, 
Oras the Berry breaks before it ſtaincth : 
Or like thedeadly bullet of a Gun, 
His meaning ſtrooke her, ere his words begun, 


Andat his looke fhe flatly falleth downe, 
For lookes kill loue, and loue by lookes reniueth: 
A ſmile recures the wounding of a frowne, 
But bleſſed banquerour that by loue ſo thriueth : 
«The ſilly boy belecuing ſhe is dead, 

- Claps her pale check, till clapping makesit red, 


And in amaze brake off his late intent, 

For ſharply he did thinke to.reprehend Hit : 

Which cunning loue did wittily prevent. 

Fairc fall rhe wit thatcan ſo well defend her : 
Fof on the graſle ſhe lies as ſhe were ſhaine, 

.. Till his breath breatheth life in her againe. 


He 


VENVS AND ADONIS. 
He wrings her noſe, he ſtrikes her on the cheekes, ' 
He bends her fingers, holds her pulſes hard, | 
He chafes her lips, a thouſand wayes he ſeckes 
To mend the hurt that his vnkindnefſe marg: 
He kifles her, and ſhe, by her good will, 
Wall neuer rife, ſo he will kiſſe her till. 


The night of ſorrow now is turnd to day, 
Her two blue windowes faintly ſhe vp heaueth : 
Like the faire Sun,when in his freſh array, 
He cheeres the morne,and all the world releeueth: 
And as the bright Sun glorifies the skie, 
Sois her face illumin'd with her eye. 


Whoſe beames vpon his haireleſle face are fixt, 
Asiftrom thence they borrow'd all their ſhine : 
Were rener foure ſuch lamps together mixt, 

Had not his clouded, with his browes repine: (light, 
But hers, which through the cryſtal teares gaue 
PRA moone in water ſeene by night. 

 O where am ( quoth ſhe)in earth or heauen, 

Or in the Ocean drencht, or in the fire? 

What hcure is this,or morne,or weary cuen ? 

Doe Idelight todic,or life defire ? 


But now I liu'd : and life was deaths annoy: 
But now I di'd:”and death was liuely toy» 


. ;, Othoudidfi kill me, kill me once againe. 


VENVS AND ADONIS. 


Thy eyes, ſhrewd tutor,that hard heart of thine, 

Hath taught them ſcornfull tricks, & ſuch diſdaine, 

That they haue murdred this poore heart of mine : 
And theſe mine eyes, true leaders to their queen, 
But forthy pitious lips no more had ſegne, , = 


Long may they kifſe eachother for this cure : 

Oh neuer let their crimſon liueries weare, 

And as they laſt,;their verdure ſtill indure, 

Todriue infeQion from the dangerous yeere ; 
That the ſtar-gazers hauing writ on death, 
May ſay, The plague is baniſht by thy breath. 


Pure lips,fiveet ſcales,in my ſoft lips imprinted, 

What bargaines may I make ſtill w be ſcaling? 

Toſell my ſclfe I can be well contented, 

Sothou wilt buy,and pay,and vſe good dealing : 
Which purchaſe if thou make ;for feare of fps, 

' Setthy ſeale manucllon my wax-red lips, | 


A thouſand kiſſes buyes my heart from me, 
And pay them at thy leaſure one by one. 
What is ten hundred kiſſes vritg thee? 
Are they not quickly told,and quickly gone ! 
Say for non-payment,thatthe debt ſhould dou- 
Is twentic hundred kiſſes ſuch a trouble ? | ( le? 
are 


VENVS AND ADONIS. 


Faire Queene (quoth he) if any loue you owe me, | 
Meaſure my ſtrangeneſle with my vnripe yeeres: | 
Before I know my ſelfe, ſeeke not ro know me. ;] 
No Fiſher but the vngrowne fry forbeares. | 
The mellow plum doth fall,the green ſticks faſt 
Or being;earely pluckt,is ſowre totaſt. ; 


Looke,the worlds comforter,with weary gate, 

His dayes hot taske hath endedin the Weſt, 

The Owle(nights Herald) ſhreekes,tis very late, 

The ſheepe are goneto fold, birds totheir neſt, 
The coleblack clouds that ſhadow heaues light, 
Doe ſummon vs topart,and bid good night. 


Now let me fay good night, and ſofay you: 

If you will ſay ſo,you ſhall haue a kiſle. 

Good night (quoth ſhe) and ere he ſaics adue, 

The hony fee of parting tendredis, 
Her armesdoelend his necke a ſweet embrace, 
Incorporat then they ſeeme, face growes to face. 


Till breathlefſe he difioin'd,and backward drew 
The heauenly moiſture,that ſweet corall mouth, 
Whoſe precious taſte, her thirſtic lips well knew, 
Whereon they ſurfet, yet complaine on drouth. 
He with ber plentie preſt,ſhe faint with dearth, 
Their lips together glew'd, fall tothe earth. 


Now 
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VENVS AND ADONIS. 
Now quick delire hath caught her yeelding prey, 
And glutton-like ſhe feeds, yet neuer filleth, 

Her lips are c:nquerers, his lips obey, 

Paying what ranſom the inſulter wil'eth, 
Whoſe yultur thought doth pitch the price ſo hy, 
That ſhe will draw his lips rich treaſure dry, 


And hauing fe't the ſweetneſle of the {pcyle, 

Wirh blind: fold fury ſhe begins to forrace, 

Her face doth reck & (moke,her blocd doth boyle, 

A:d caeleflc luſt ftirres vp a deſperate courage; 
Pla ::ing <bliuion, beating reaſon backe, 
Forgetting ſhames pure bluſh, & honors wrack. 


Hot, faint,and weary, with her hard embracing, 
Like a wild bird, being tam'd with to much hadling 
Oras the flcet-foot Roc,that's tired with chafing, 
Orlike the froward Infant ſtild with dar dling, 
He nw obeyes,and now no more reſieth, 
- While ſhe takes all ſhe can, not all ſheeliftieth, 


What wax ſo frozen but difſolues with tempring, 

Andyecldsat lat rocuery light impreſſion ? 

Things out of hope,are copa't oft wth ventring, 

Chietly inloue, whoſe leatie exceeds commiſlion: 

AﬀeRion faints notlike a pale-fac't coward, 

But thE woo's beſt, whe moſt his choice is froward. 
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VENVS AND ADONIS. 
When he did frwne,o had ſhethen gaie ouer, 
Such Nectar from his lips ſhe had notſucke :; 
Fou!e words and frownes muſt nor repell a Loner: 
Wha: though the R: ie have pricks? yet is 1t pluckt, 
Were beauty vnder twenty locks kept fait, 
Yet loue breaks through, & picks themal at laſt. 


For pitty now ſhecan no more Cetaine him: 

The pcore foole prayes her that he may departs 

She isreſ' -lu'd no longer to reſtrainc him : 

Bids him farewell, and looke wel! t> her hart, 
The which by Cupids bow ſhe doth proteſt, 
He carries thence incaged in his breſt, 


Sweet boy,ſhe ſayes,this night Ile waſte in ſurrow, 
For ty ſick heart commands mine cies to watch. 
Tell me,loues maſter,ſha!ll we meet to morrow ? 
Say,ſhall we,ſhall we,wilt thou make the match? 
He tels her n-, to morrow he intends 
To hunt the Boare with certaine of his friends. 


The Boare(quoth ſhe?) where: t a ſidden pale, 

Like Lawne beirg ſpred vpon the bluſhing Roſe, 

Vſurpes her cheekes, ſhe trembles at his tale, 

Ard on his necke her yoking armes ſhe throwes, 
She ſinketh downe, ſtill hanging on his necke, 


He on her belly falls, ſhe on her backe. 
Now 
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VENVS AND ADONIS: 
Now is ſhe in the very liſts of loue, 


. Her Champion mounted for the hot encounters 


All is imaginary ſhe dotb proue, | 

He will not matiage her although he mouat her : 
' That worſe then Tentalus, is her annoy, 

. Toclip Elyſium, and tolacke her ioy. 


Euen as poore birds,decein'd with painted grapes, 

Doe furfet by the eye,and pinc themawe : 

Euen ſo ſhe languiſheth in her miſhaps, 

As thoſe poore birds, that helpleſſe berries ſaw ; 
The warm effedts which ſhe in him finds miſſing, 
She ſeekes to kindle with continuall kiſſing. 


Butallin vyaine : good Queene,it will not be, 
She hath aſſaid as much as may beprou'd, 
Her m_— deſcru'dagreater fee? 
Shee's loue,fhe loues,and yet ſhe isnot lou'd: 

Fie,fie, he ſayes,you cruſh me,letme goe n 
You haue no reaſon to with-hold me fo. 


Thou hadſt bin gone(quoth ſhe)ſiveet boyere this, 
Butthat thou told ſt me,thou wouldit hunt the Bore. 
O be aduis'd,thou know'ſt not whatit is; 
With Iauelinspoynt,a churlifh ſwine to gore, 
Whoſe tuſhes never ſheath'd,he whetteth (till, 
Liketo a mortall Butcher bent to kill. 
2 On 
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On his bowe backe he hath a battell ſer, 
Of briſtly pikes,that euer threat his foes, 
His eyes like Glow-worms ſhine whe he doth fret, 
His ſnowt digs ſepulchers where ere he goes: 
Being mou'd,he ſtrikes what cre is in his way : 
And whom he ftrikes,his crooked tuſhes flay. 


His brawnie ſides with hairy briſtles armed, 
Are better proofe than thy ſpeares point can enter, 
His ſhort thick neck cannot be eaſily harmed, 
Being irefull,on the Lion he will venter : 
The thorny bramblesand embracing buſhes, 
As fearfull of him,part,through who he ruſhes. 


Alas,he nought eſteemes that face of thine, 
To which Loues cyc payes tributary gazes, 
Nor thy ſoft hands, ſweet lips,and chniſtall eyne, 
Whoſe full perfeQion all the world amazes: 
But having thee at vantage { wondrous dread !) 
Would root theſe beautics as he roots the mead. 


Olet him keepe his lothſome cabin till : 

Beauty hath nought todoe with ſuch foule fiends: 

Core not within his danger by thy will, 

They that thriue well,take counſcll of their friends. 
W he thou didſt name the Boare,not to diſſemble, 
I fear'dthy fortunc,and my iovntsdid tretable. _ 
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VENVS AND ADONIS. 


Didſt thou notmarke my face? was it not white ? 
Saw*ſt thou not ſignes of feare lurke in mine eye ? 
Grewe I not faint? and fell I not downe right ? 
Within my boſome, whereon thou doſt lie, 
My boding heart pants,beates,and takes no reſt, 
But Hike an carth quake ſhakes thee On my breſt. 


For where love raignes,diſturbing icalouſie 
Doth call himſelfe affettions Centinell, 
Gines falſe alarmes,ſuggeſteth mutiny, 
And in a peacefull houre doth cry, Kill, Kill, 
Difſtewp'ring gentle lone with his deſire, 
As ayreand water doth abate the fire. 


This ſowre informer, this bate breeding ſpice, 

This canker that cates vp loues tender ſpring, 

This carry-tale, diſſenſionsiealouſie, | 

That ſomrime true news, ſomtime falſe doth bring, 
Knocks atwy heart,and whiſpers in mine eare, 
That if lone thee, I thy death ſhould feare : 


And more then fo,preſenteth to mine eye, 
The piQure of an angry chafing Boare, 
Vnder whoſe ſharp tangs,on his Facke doth lie, 
Ar image like thy ſelfe,all taind with goare, 
Whoſe blood ypon the freſhflowres being ſhed, 
Dothmake the droop with gricf & hag the _ 
| What 
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What ſhould I doe? ſeeing thee ſo indeed, 
That trembling at th'imagination, 
The thought of it doth make my faint heart bleed, 
And feare doth teach it diuination ; 
I prophecic thy death,my liuing ſorrow, 
If thou encounter with the Boare tomorrow, 


But if thou needs wilt hunt, be rul'd by me; 
Vncouple at the timorous flying Hare, 
Or at the Fox which liues by ſubtletie, 
Or atthe Roe which no encounter dare 
Purſue theſe fearefull creatures o're the downs, 
And on thy well-breath'd horſe keepe with thy 
(hounds, 
And when thou haſt on foot the purblinde Hare, 
Marke the poore wretch,to oucrſhut his troubles, 
How he out-runs the wind,and with what care, 
He crankes and crofles with a thouſand doubles : 
The many muſits through the which he goes, 
Arc like a labyrinth t'amazc his foes, 


Sometime he runs among the flocke of ſheepe, 
To make the cunning hounds miſtake their ſmell, 
And ſometime where carth-deluing Conies keepe, 
To ſtop the lowd purſuersin their yell, 
And ſometime forteth with a heard of Deere, 
Dange deviſeth ſkifts,wit —_ on feare, 


For 


VENVS' AND: ADONIS; 
For there his ſmell with others being mingled, 
The hot ſent-ſauffing hounds are driuen to doubt, 
| ,Ceafing their clamorous crie,till they haue ſingled 
' With much adoo the colde fault cleanly out. 
Thendo they ſpend their mouths, eccho replies, 
As ifanother chaſe were in the skics, 


By this, poore Wat farre off ypon a hill 
Standson his hinder legs with liſtning eare, 
To hearken if his foes purſue bim till : 
Anon their lowd alarums he doth heare, 
_- . And now hisgriefe may be compared well, 
To one ſore ſicke, that hearesthe paſſing bell. 


© Then ſhalt thou ſee the dew-bedabled wretch, 
Turne and cceturne,indenting with the way, 
enuious bryer his wearie legs doth ſcratchy 
' Each ſhadow makes him ſftop,cach murmur ſtay, 
For mjſerie is trodden on by manie ; 
And being low, neuet relecu'd by anie. 


Liequietly,and hearea: little more, 
Joy doe not ſtruggle, for thou ſhalt not riſe, 
To make thee hate the hunting of the Boate, 
 Valikemy ſelfe thou hear'itme moralize, 
* Applying this to that, and ſotoſo : 
For loue can comment ypon cuery woe. 
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Where did I leaue ? Nomatter where ( quoth hee) 
Leaue me, and then the ſtorie aptly ends : 
The night is ſpent, Why what of that(quoth ſhe?) 
I am ( quoth he) expe&ted of my friends, 
And now tis darke, and going I ſhall fall. 
Innight (quoth ſhe) deſire (ces beſt of all. 


Butifthou fall, oh, then imagine this, 
The earth, in loue with thee, thy footing trips, 
And all is but to rob thee of a kifle. 
Rich preyes make rich men theeues : ſo do thy lips 
Make modeſt Diane cloudie and forlorne, 
Leſt ſhe ſhould fteale a kifle and die forſ[worne, 


Now of this darke night Iperceiue thereaſon, 

Cyathia for ſhame obſcures her ſiluer ſhine, 

Till forging Nature be condemn'd of treaſon, 

For ſteal:ng moulds from heauen that were divineg 
Wherin ſhe fram'd thee in hic heauens deſpight, 
To ſhame the Sunne by day, and her by night, 


And therefore hath ſhe brib'd the deftinies, 
Tocrofle the curious workmanſhip of Nature, 
To mingle beautie with infirmities, | 
And pure perfeQtion with impure defeature, 
Making it ſubie@tothe tyrannie 
Ofſad miſchances and much miſerie, 
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VENVS AND ADONIS. 
"As burning feauers,agues pale and faint, 
Life poyſoning peſtilence,and frenzies wood, 

The marrow-eating ſickneſſe,whoſe attaint 

| Diſorder breeds by heating of the blood : 
$urfets,impoſtumes, pricfe and damin'd defſpaire, 
Sweare Natures death for framing thee o faire. 


And not the leaſtof all theſe maladies, 
But in one minutes ſight brings beautie vnder : 
Bath faucur,ſauour,hiew and qualities, 
Whereat th'imperiall gazer late did wonder, 
Areon the ſudden,waſted,thaw'd and done, 
+ As mountaine ſnow melts, with the midday Sun. 


_ Therefore,deſpight of fruitleſſe chaſtitle, 
: = Louc-lacking YVeſtals,and (clfe-loving Nunes, 
That on the earth would breed a ſcarcitie, 
And barren dearth of daughters and of ſonnes, 
Be prodieall : the Lampe that burnes by night 
Dries vp his Oyle,tolend the world his light. 


What is thy body,but a ſwallowing graue, 
Seeming to bury that poſteritie, 
Which by the rights of time thou needs muſt haue, 
If thou deſtroy them not in the'r obſcuritie ? 
If fo,the world will hold thee in diſdaine, 
Sith in thy pride,ſo faire a hope is ſlaine, . 
[ 
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VENVS AND ADONIS: 

$oin thy ſelfe thy ſelfe art made away, 

A miſchiefe worſe then cjuill home- bred ftrife, 

Or theirs whoſe deſperate hands theſelues doe ſlay, 

Or Butchers Sire,that reaues his ſonne of life, © 
Foule cankering ruſt the hidden treaſure frets: 
But Gold that's put to vſe more Gold begets 


Nay then,quoth 4den,you will fall againe 

Into your idle ouer-handled Theame, 

The kiſſe I gaue you is beſtow'd in vaine, 

And all in vaine you ſtriue againſt the ſtreame. 
For by this black-fac't night,deſires foulggurſe, 
Your treatiſe makes nie like you worſe & works 
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Leſt the deceiuing harmony ſhould runne 
Into the quiet cloſure of my breſt, | ,, 
And then my little heart were quite vndone, 
In his bed-chamber to be bard of reſt : 
No Lady, no : my heart longs not to grone, 
But ſoundly ſleeps,while now itſlecps alone, 
| C3 - What 
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What hane you vrg'd that I cannot reproue ? 
The path is ſmooth that leadeth vnto danger. 
Thate notloue, but your deuice inloue, 
Thatlends embracements vnto cuerie ſtranger, 
*You doe it for increaſe : © ſtrange excuſe ! 
Whenreaſon is the Bawd to luſts abuſe. 


-Call it not loue, for Loue to heauen is fled, 
Since ſweating luſt on earth vſurpt his name: 
Vnder whoſe ſimple ſemblance he hath fed 
Vpon freſh beautie,blotting it with blame ; 
Which the hot Tyrant ſtains, & ſoone bereaues, 
"As Caterpillers doe the tender leaues. 


Love comforteth like Sun-ſhine after raine : 
But luſts effe& is tempeſt after Sunne, 
 Louvesgentle ſpring doth alwaies freſh remaine: 
Lufts winter comes, ere Summer halfe be done. 
Loue ſurfets not: luſt like a glutton dies. 
Loue is all truth: luſt full of forged lies.} 


More I could tell : but more I dare not ſay. 
The text isold, the Orator too greene. 
Therefore in ſadnefle, now I will away, 
My face is full of ſhame, my heart of tecne : 
Mine eares that to your wanton talke attended, 
Doc burne themſclues for hauing fo _— : 
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With this, he breaketh from the ſweet imbrace 

Of thoſe faire armes which bound him to her brefk, 

And homeward through the darke lawnes runnes 

Leauecsloue vpon her back deeply diſtreft. (apace, 
Looke how a bright ſtar ſhooteth from the skie, 
So glides he in the night fromYenss cie: 


. Which after him ſhedarts, as one on ſhore, 


Gazing vpon a late embarked friend, 

Til the wild waues will haue him ſeeneno more, 

Whoſe ridges with the meeting clouds contend : 
So did the mercileſle and pit-hie night, 
Fold-in the objeR that did feed her ſight. 


Whereat amaz'd, as one that vnaware 


; Hathdropt a precious jewell in the floud, 


Oc*ſtoniſht,as night-wandrers often are, 

Their light blowne out in ſome wiſtruſtfull wood ; 
Euen ſo confounded in the darke ſhelay, 
Hauing loſt the faire diſcoucric of her way. 


And now ſhe beats her heart, whereat it grones, 
That all the neighbour caues, as ſeeming troubled, 
Make verball repetition of her moanes3 
Paſſion,on paſſion, deeply is redoubled : 
Ay me, ſhecrics,and twentie times woe,woe, 
And twentic ecchoes twentic times crie ſo. 
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VENVS AND ADONIS, 
She marking them,begins a wailing note, 
And ſings extemp'rally awofull dittie, 
How loue makes yong men thra]l & old men doe, 
How loue is wiſe in folly,fooliſh wittie : 
Her heauy antheme ſtill concludes in woe, 
And till the Quire of Ecchoes anſiver ſo. 


Herſong was tedious, and out-wore the night, 
For louers houres are long,though ſeeming ſhort? 
If pleas'd themſelues,others they thinke delight 
In ſuch like circumſtance, with ſuch like ſport : 
Their copious Stories,oftentimes begunne, 
End without audience,and are neuer done: 


For who hath ſhe toſpend the night withall, 
Butidle ſounds,reſembling Paraſites, 
Like fhrill-tongu'd Tapſters anſwering euery call, 
Soothing the humour of fantaſtick wits ? : 
Sheſaid,Tis fo: they anſwer all tis fo, 
And would ſay after her,if ſhe ſaid no. 


Loc here the gentle Larke,wearicof reſt, 
From his moiſt cabinet mounts vp on high, 
And wakes the morning,from whoſe ſiluer breff, 
The Sunne ariſeth in his Maieſtie : 
-- Who doth the World fo gloriouſly behold, 
That Cedar tops and hils ſceme buznifht Gold. 
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VENVS AND ADONIS; 


Penus ſalutes him with this faire good morrow ; 

O thou cleere God,and Patron of all light, 

From whom each lamp & ſhining ſtar doth borrow 

The beautious influence that makes him bright, * 
There linesa Son,that ſuckt an earthly mother, 
May lend thee light as thou doſt lend to other, 


This ſaid, ſhe haſteth to a Myrtle groue, 

Muſing the morning is ſo much ore-worne, 

And yet ſhe heares notidings of her loue, 

She hearkens for his hounds and for his horn 
Anon ſhe heares them chauynt itlnſtily, 
And allin haſte ſhe coaſteth to the cry; 


And as ſhe runs, the buſhes in the way, 

Some catch her by the necke,ſome kiſle her face, 

Some twine about her thigh tomake her ſtay: 

She wildly breaketh from their ſtrict embrace, 
Like amilch Doe,whoſe ſwelling dugs doe ake, 
Haſting to feed her Fawne hid in ſome brake. 


By this, ſhe heares the Hounds are ata bay, - 
Wherear ſhe ſtarts, like one that ſpies an Adder, 
Wreath'd yp in fatall folds iuſt in hisway, (der: 
The feare whereof doth make him ſhale & ſhud- 
Fuen (o the tynorous yelpins of the Hounds, 
Appalles ber (cnſes,and her ſpirit confounds, F 
or 


VENVS AND ADONTS! 

For now ſhe knowesitis no gentle chaſe, 

But the blunt Boare, ro:1gh Beare,or Lion proud $ 

Becauſe the crie remaineth in one place, 

Where fearctully the Dogs exclaime aloude : 
Finding their enemie to be ſo curſt, 


They all ſtraine curt'ſfie who ſhall cope him firſt, 


U 


This diſmall cry rings ſadly in her care, 

Through which itenters to ſurprize her heart: 

Who ouercome by doubt and bloodleſſe feare, 

With cold-pale weakneſſe nums each feeling part: 
Like Souldiers when their Captaine once doth 


Tey baſely flic,& dare not ſtay the field, (yecld, 


Thus ftands ſhe ina trembling extaſie, 

.. Till cheering vp her ſenſes fore difmaid, 

See tels them tis a cauſeleſle fantaſle, 

And childiſh errour that they are afraid, (more: 
"Bids them leaue quaking, will's them feare no 
And with that word ſhe ſpi'd the hunted Boare; 


Whoſe frothie mouth bepainted all with red, 
Like milke & blood being mingled both together, 
A ſecond feare through all her ſinewes ſpred, 
Which madly hurries her,ſhe knowes not whither: 
This way ſhe runs, and now ſhe will no further, 
_ But back retſres, to rate the Boare for murther, 
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VENVS AND ADONIS; 


A thouſand ſpleenes beare hera thouſand waieg, 
She treads the path that ſhe vntreads againe, 
Her more then haſte is marred with dclaies, 
Like the proceedings of a drunken braine, 
Full of reſpect, yet noughtat all reſpeQing; 
In hand with all things, noughtatall effeRing, 


Here kenneldin a brake ſhe finds a Hound, 
And askes the wearic Catife for his Maſter, 
And there anotherlicking of his wound, 
*Gainſt venim'd ſores the onely ſoucraign plaſter, 
And heere ſhe meets another ſadly ſcowling, 
To whom ſhe ſpeaks, & he replies with howling, 


When he had ceaſt hisill reſounding noiſe, 
Another flap-mouth'd mourner blacke and grim, ' 
Againſt the welkin vollies out his voice, 
Another and another anſwere him, 
Clapping their proud tailes to the ground below, 
Shaking their ſcratcht cares, bleeding as they go, 


Looke how the worlds poore people are amazed 

At apparitione, ſignes and prodigics, 

Wheron with fearefull cies they long haue gazed, 

Infuſing them with dreadfull propheſies: 

| Soſheattheſe ſad ſignesdrawes vp her breath: 
And ſighing it againc, exclaimes on _— _ 
ar 
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VENVS AND ADONIS: 

Hard-fauoured Tyrant,vgly,meagre,leane, 

Hatefull diuorce of loue ( _ chides ſhe Death) 

Grim-grinning ghoſt,carths worme,what doſt thoy 

To ſtifle beautic and to ſteale his breath? (meane 
Who when he liu'd, his breath and beautie ſet 
Gloſſe on the Roſe,ſmell to the Violet. 


Ifhe be dead, ono: it cannot be, 
Secing his beautie, thou ſhouldſt ſtrike atit, 
O yes,it may : thou haſt no eyes to ſe ; 
But hatefully at randome doſt thou hit. 
Thy marke is feeble age: but thy falſe dart 
Miktakes that aime,and cleaues an Infants hart, | | 


Madſt thou but bid beware, then he had ſpoke, 
' And hearing him,thy power had loſt his power, | 
The Deſtinics will curſe thee for this ſtroke, | 
They bid thee crop a weed, thou pluckeſta flower : 
Loues golden arrow at him ſhould have fled, 
| And not Deaths Ebon dart to ſtrike him dead. 
hd "= (weeping? 
Dooſt thou drinke teares, that thou prouok'i ſuck 
What may a heauy grone aduantage thee ? 64 
Why haſt thou caſt intoeternall fleeping, | 
Thoſe eyes that taught all other eyes to ſee ? 
Now Nature cares not for thy mortall vigour, 
Since her beſt worke is ruin'd with thy ngout. | 
| ; ere 


VENVS AND ADONIS. 


' Wereouer-come,as one full of deſpaire, 
She yaild her eyc-lids,who like ſluces ſtopt 
The cryſtall tide,that from her two cheekes faire, 
In the ſweet channell of her boſome dropt, (raine, 
But through the floud-gatecs breakes the ſiluer 
And with his ſtrong courſe opens them againe, 


O how her eyes and teares did lend and borrow ! 
Her eyes (cence in her teares,tearesin her eye, 
Both cryſtals,where they view'd ech others ſorrow, 
Sorrow,that friendly ſighs ſought till todrie : 
Butlike a ſtormy day,now wind,now raine, 
Y | . Sighes dric her cheekes, teares make them wet 
| (againe. 
Variable paſſions throng her conftant woe, 
Eo ſtriuing which ſhould beſt become her griefe : 
Allentertain'd;cach paſſion laboursſo, 
' Thateuerypreſcat ſorrow ſeemeth chiecfe: 
But none is beſt : then ioyne they all together, 
Like many clouds conſulting for foule weather. - ._ 


By this,far off, ſhe heares ſore Huntſman hollow : 
' Anurſes Song ne're pleasd her babe ſoy ". 
The dire imagination, ſhe did follow, 
This ſound of hope doth labour to ext 
For now rceuiuing ioy bigs her --* 


And flatters her, it is £do#15 v. 


VENVS AND ADONIS; 


Whereat her teares began to turne their tide, 

Being priſon'd in her ie, like pearles in glaſſe: 

Yet ſometime fals an orient drop beſide, 

Which her cheek melts : as ſcorning it ſhould paſſe 
To waſh the foule face of the ſluttiſh ground, 
Who is but drunken when ſhe ſeemeth drown'd, 


O hard-belecuing loue, how ſtrange it ſcemes 
Not to belecue, and yet too credulous ! 
Thy weale and woeare both of them extremes, 
© Deſpaire and hope make thee ridiculous. | 

he one doth flatter thee in thoughts vnlikely, 
With likely thoughts the other kils thee quickly. 


Now ſhe vrweaues the web that ſhe had wrought, 
- Mdenis lives ; and Death is not too blame : 
It was not ſhe that call'd him all to naught, 
Now ſhe addes honour to his hateful name, 
Shee cleeps him Kin $ of graues, and graue for 


'E- ., Imperiall Supreme ot all mortall things. (kings, 


No, no (quoth ſhe) ſweet death, I did buticft , 
Yet par1on me, I felta kind of feare, 
Tet the Boare that bloudie beaſt, 
wes nopittie, but is ſtill ſeuere : 
le ſhadow(truth I muſt confeſle) 
ung my Loucsdeccaſe. 


Tis 


VENVS AND ADONIS, 


Tis not my fault : the Boare prouok*t my tongue, 
Be wreakton him ( Inuiſible commander) 
Tis he, foule creature, that hath done thee wrong, 
I did but a&, he's Author of thy ſlander: 
Griefe hath two tongues, and neuer woman yet 
Could rule them both, without ten womens wit. 


Thus hoping that Adomis is aliue, 

Her raſh ſuſpe& ſhe doth extenuate: 

And that his beautie may the better thriue, 

With death ſhe humbly doth inſinuate ; (Stories, 
Tels him of Trophies, Statues, 'Tombes and 
His victories, his triumphs, and hisglories, 


O Foe, quoth ſhe, how much a foole was T, 
Tobeof ſuch a weake and filly mind, | 
To waile his death, who lives and muſt not die; 
Till mutuall onerthrow of mortall kind! 
For he being dead, with him is beautie ſlaine, 
And beautie dead, black Cbass comes againe. 


Fie, fie, fond loue;thou art ſo full cf feare, 

As one with treaſure laden, hemd with theeues, . 

Trifles:{ynwitnefſed with eie or eare) 

Thy Coward heart with falſe bethinking greeuen 
Euen atthis word ſhe heares a merrie horne, 
Whercat ſhe leapes A was but late Cs” 
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VENVS AND ADONIS. 


As Faulcon to the lure,away ſhe flies : 
Thegraſle ſtoopes not, ſhe treads on it ſo light, 
And in her haſte vnfortunately ſpies 
The foule Boares conquelt on her faire Delight. 
| Whichſcen,her eyes,as murdred with the view, 

Like ſtars aſham''d of day, themſclues withdrew, 


Or as the Snai'e, whoſe tender hornes being hit, 
Shrinkes backwatrd in his ſhelly caue with paine, 
Aad there all ſmothered vp in ſhade doth ſit, 
Long after ſearing to creepe forth againe: $ 
So at his bloudy viewgher eyes are flet 
Into the deep darke cabins of her head, 


Where they reſigne theiroffice and their light, 
To the diſpoling ct her troubled braine: | 
Who bids them {till conſort with vgly night, 
And never wound the heart with lookes againe, 
Who like a King perplexed in his throne, 
By their ſuggeſtions gincs a deadly grone, 


Whereat each tributary ſubie& quakes, 

Ao when the wind impriſonedin the ground, 

Struggling for paſſage, earths foundation ſhakes, 

Which with cold terror dothmens minds cofound, 
This mutiny cach part doth fo ſurpriſe, (eyes. 

That from their dark bcds once more leape __ 


; And yet(quoth ſhe)behotd two Adens dead : 


| 
| 


- Dumb!y ſhe paſſhons,frantickly ſhe doteth, 


VENVS AND ADONTS; 
And,beingopened,threw vnwilling ſight 
Vpon the wide wound that the Boare had trencht 
In his ſoftflanke : whoſe wonted Lilly white 
With purple tears, that his woiid wept, was drecht: 
No flowre was nigh,no praſlſe,herb,leafe or weed, 
Bur ſtcle his bloud,and ſcem'd with him to bleed. 


This folemne Fmpathy uu Venns noteth, 
Ouer one ſhoulder doth ſhe hang her head, 


She thinkes he could not dyc,he is notdead : 
Her voyce is ſtopt,her ioynts forget to bow, 
Her eyes are mad,that they haue wepttall now, 
Vpon his hurt ſhe lookes ſoftedfaſtly, © (three, 
That her ſight dazling makes the wound ſeeme 
And then ſhe reprehends her mangling eye, (bee 3 
That makes more gaſhes,where no breach ſhould 
His face ſeems twain,each feuerall lim isdoubled, 
For oft the eye miſtakes,the brain being 6 


My tongne cannot expreſſe my griefe for one ; 


My fighes are blowne away,my ſalt teares gone, 
Mine eyes are turn'd to fire,my heart to lead. 
Heauy hearts lead melt atmiine eyes,as fire : 
© So ſhall I'dye by dropsof _ 5 


Alas, 
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VENVS AND ADONIS. 
Alas,poore wor}d,what treaſure haſt thou loſt? 
Whar face remains aliue that's worth the viewing? 
Whoſe tongue is muſicke now ? what canſt thou 
Ofthingslong ſince, or any thing enſuing? (boaſt 


The flowres are ſweet, their colors freſh & trim: 
Bur true ſweet beauty liu'd,and dy'dein him, 


Bonnet,or veile henceforth no creature weare : 
Nor Sunne nor Wind will cuer ftriue to kifſe you : 
Hauing no faire toloſe,ycu necd not feare: 
The Sunne doth ſcorne you, & the wind doth hifſe 
But when Adows liu'd,Sun and ſharp ayre (you : 
Lurktliketwo therucs,tFrob him of his faire, 


And therefore would he put his bonnet on, 

Vader whoſe brim-tbe gawdy Sunne would peepe, 
The wind would blow it off, and beivg gone, 
Play with his locks, then would 4donis weepe : 


= Andſirgiphtinpittyof his render yeeres; . 
© Vi beg beG world ſtrive who firſt ſhould of his 
. E ER | TEATES, 
To ſce his face,the Lion walkt along, - | | 
Behind ſome hedge, becauſe hee would not feare | \ 
To recreate himſcife when he hath ſong, (him : 
The Tygre would be tame,and gently heare him: 
If he had fpoke,the Wclfe would leane his prey, 
And neuer fright the filly Lambe that day: 
| When k 
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VENVS AND ADONIS! 
When he beheld his ſhadow in a Brooke, 
The fiſhes {pred on it their golden gils: 
When he was by,the birds ſuch pleaſure tooke, 
That ſome would ſing,ſome other in their bils 

Would bring him Mulberics, and ripe red Cher- 

He fed them with his ſight,they him with (ries: 

(berries. 

But this foule, grim and vrchin- ſhouted Boare, 
Whoſe downward eye ſtill looketh for a graue, 
Ne're ſaw the beauteous liuery that he wore 
Witneſle the entertainment that he gauec : 

If he did ſee his face, why then,] know, 

He thought to kifle him,and hath kild him fo, 


Tis true, true, true,thus was Adonis flaine, 
Heran vpon-the Boare with his ſharpe ſpeare, 
Who would not whet his teeth at him againe, 
But by a kiſſe thought toperſwade him there : 
And noufling in his flanke, the louing Swine 
.- Sheath'd ynaware his tuske in his ſoft groing. 


Had I been tooth'd like him,1 muſt confeſſe, 
With kiſſing him I ſhould haue kild him firſt: 
But he is dead,and neuer did he bleſle 
My youth with his : the more I am accurſt : 
With this ſhe falleth in the place ſhe ſtood, 
And taines her face with his congealed m_— 
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Alas,poore world, what treaſure haſt thou loſt? 

What face remains alive that's worth the viewing? 
Whoſe tongue is muſicke now ? what canſt thou 
Ofthings long ſince, or any thing enſuing? (boaſt 


The flowres are ſweet, their colors freſh & trim: 
But true ſweet beauty liu'd,and dy'dein him, 


Bonnet,or veile henceforth no creature weare : 
Nor Sunne nor Wind will cuer ftrive to kifſe you : 
Hauing no faire toJoſe,ycu necd not feare: 
The Sunne doth ſcorne you, & the wind doth hifſe 
But when Adonis liu'd,Sun and ſharp ayre (you : 
Lurktlike two therues,tFrob him of his faire, 


And therefore would he put his bonnet on, 

Vander whoſe brim the gawdy Sunne would peepe, 
The wind would blow it off, and beivg gone, 

Play with his locks, then would Adonis weepe : 


And ſtraight in pitty of his tender yeeres; - 
oma ſtrive who firſt ihould dry his 


| BE (teares, 
To ſee his face,the Lion walkt along, 
Behind ſome hedge, becauſe hee would not feare | 
To recreate himſelfe when he hath ſong, (him : 
The i, be tame,and gently heare him: 
If he had ſpoke,the Wclfe would leaue his prey, 
And neuer frightthe filly Lambe that day: 


When 
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When he beheld his ſhadow in a Brooke, 
The fiſhes {pred on it their golden gils: 
When he was by, the birds ſuch pleaſure tooke, 
That ſome would ſing,ſome other in their bils 

Would bring him Mulberies, and ripe red Cher- 

He fed them with his fight,they him with (ries: 

(berries. 

But this foule, grim and vrchin- ſhouted Boare, 
Whoſe downward eye ſtill looketh fora graue, 
Ne're ſaw the beautcous liuery that he wore , 
Witneſle the entertainment that he gauc : 

If he did ſee his face, why then,] know, 

He thought to kiſle him,and hath kild him ſo, 


Tis true, true, true;thus was Adonis ſlaine, 

He ran vpon-the Boare with his ſharpe ſpeare, 

Who would not whet his teeth at him againe, 

But by a kiſſe thought toperſwade him there : 
And noufling in his flanke,the louing Swine 

.. Sheath'd ynaware his tuske in his ſoft groine. 


Had I been toeth'd like him,I muſt confeſle, 
With kiſſing him I ſhould haue kild him firſt: 
But he is dead,and neuer did he bleſle 
My youth with his : the more I am accurſt : 
With this ſhe falleth in the place ſhe ſtood, 
And ſtaines hes face with his congealed _ 
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She loskes vpon his lips,and they are pale, 

She takes him by the hand,and that is cold, 

She whiſpers in his care a heauy tale, 

As if he heard the wofull words ſhe told, 
She lifts the coffer lids that cloſe his eyes, -— 
Where lo,two lawpes burntout,in darknes yes, 


Two glafles,where her ſelfc her ſelfe beheld 
A thouſand times,and now no more refle&:; 
Their yertue-loſt,whetein they late exceld, 
And euery beauty robd of his effec: 
Wonder of time (quoth ſhe) this is my ſpight, 
That you being dead,the day ſhould yet be light. 


Since thou art dead,locyhere I prophecie 
Sorrow on loue hereafter ſhall attend : 
Ir ſhall be waited an with icalouſie, 
Find ſweet [i pot. vnſauorie end, 
Nere ſettled equally.too high or low ; 
That all Joues pleaſure ſhall not match his woe. 


It ſhall be fickle, falſe, and full of fraud, 
And fhall be blaſtedin a breathing while, 
The bottome poyſon,and the top ore-ftraw'd 
With ſweets,that ſhall the ſharpeſt ſight beguile.* 
The ſtrongeſt body ſhall it make moſt weake, 
Strike the wiſe dumb, & teach the foole _— 
: t 
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It ſhall be ſparing,and too full of ryor, | 

Teaching decrepit age to tread the meaſures, 

The ſtaring Ruffian ſhall it keepe in quier, "*? 

Pluck downe the rich, enrich the poore with txeq> 
It ſhall be raging mad,and filly milde, (ſures, 
Make the yong old,the old become achilde. 


It ſhall ſuſpe&,where is no cauſe of feare, 

It ſhall not feare, where it hould moſt miſtruſt, 

It ſhall be mercifull,and too ſeuere, 

And moſt deceiuving,when it ſcemes moſt iuſt : 
Peruerſeit ſhall be,where ir ſeems moſt toward, 
Put feare to valour,courage to the coward. 


It ſhall be cauſe of warre,and dire events, 
And ſet diſſenſion twixt the Sonne and Sire, 
Subie& and ſeruile toall diſcontents, 
As drie combuſtiors matter is tofire; . 
Sith in his prime,death doth my Loue deſtroy, 
They that loue beſt, their loue ſhall not enioy. 


By this, the Boy that by her ſide lay kild, 
Was melted like a vapour from her ſight, 
Andin his bloud thaton the ground lay ſpild, 
A purple flowre ſprung vp checkred with white, ' 
embling well his pale checkes and the bleod, 
Which in round drops yp6 their whitenes mm 
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Thoognttdt next-of bloud:ard:tis thy rights ' , 
Loe,in this hallow cradle rake thy.reft,: 57.5; 13 
\ throbbinghearr ſhall rock thee day adalakJa 
- The -flallnorbe one minute of an houzs, 
reic1'will-not kiſlemy fipcer LouegHtGivre, 


" Minewiah ofthe Werld,awtzy ſhe kies; 
od 5 trader erg obo Great 
Miftis:npunted|through the npric 109. 
br EI Ink, 4 | 

Ws theimcourſe: to. Piiphor:,,  whewe>theip Y 

ane i ior herefe,t BRING | 
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